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drove himself with an address and accuracy unknown
to the best coachmen. His postilions were children from
ten to fifteen years of age, and he directed them.

He liked splendor, magnificence, and profusion in every-
thing: you pleased him if you shone through the bril-
liancy of your houses, your clothes, your table, your
equipages. Thus a taste for extravagance and luxury
was disseminated through all classes of society; causing
infinite harm, and leading to general confusion of rank
and to ruin.

As for the King himself, nobody ever approached his
magnificence. His buildings, who could number them ?
At the same time who was there who did not deplore
the pride, the caprice, the bad taste seen in them? He
built nothing useful or ornamental in Paris, except the
Pont Royal, and that simply by necessity; so that de-
spite its incomparable extent, Paris is inferior to many
cities of Europe. St. Germains, a lovely spot, with a
marvelous view, rich forest, terraces, gardens, and water
he abandoned for Versailles; the dullest and most un-
grateful of all places, without prospect, without wood,
without water, without soil; for the ground is all shifting
sand or swamp, the air accordingly bad.

But he liked to subjugate nature by art and treasure.
He built at Versailles, on, on, without any general de-
sign, the beautiful and the ugly, the vast and the mean,
all jumbled together. His own apartments and those of
the Queen, are inconvenient to the last degree, dull, close,
stinking. The gardens astonish by their magnificence,
but cause regret by their bad taste. You are introduced
to the freshness of the shade only by a vast torrid zone,
at the end of which there is nothing for you but to
mount or descend; and with the hill, which is very short,
terminate the gardens. The violence everywhere done
to nature repels and wearies us despite ourselves. The
abundance of water, forced up and gathered together
from all parts, is rendered green, thick, muddy; it dis-
seminates humidity, unhealthy and evident; and an odor
still more so. I might never finish upon the monstrous
defects of a palace so immense and so immensely dear,,
with its accompaniments, which are still more so.